SAGAS OF THE SEA, SHIPS, PLUNDER AND... 




Have you ever cupped a brightly-colored, oddly-shaped shell to your ear and listened to the 
far away sound of the rolling tossing sea, and dreamed as you listened of sailing ships and dis- 
tant tropic shores and buried treasure? Of course you have. Everyone, at one rime or another, 
has had the urge to run away to sea. We've had it, too. But most of us ... by far the great 
majority of us . . . never follow that urge. Instead, we satisfy our utge to "run away" by reading 
about the wonderful things of which our dreams are made. This magazine, then, is dedicated to 
all of you who have dreamed of escaping from your very real and sometimes dull and drab, 
confined little worlds. This, then, is your brightly-colored shell. Only it's not so bright! 

Here, in PIRACY, we at E.C. will attempt to bting you sea-going yarns unlike anything 
you have ever read before. From the Arctic to The Cape of Good Hope, from the days of wooden 
galleons to the giant steel-plated modern liners, these will be sagas of the men that went to sea 
. . . stripped of the romancer's glamor. These will be sagas of the sea as it was in truth . . . 
its violence, its cruelty, its brutality . . . and the violence and cruelty and brutality of the men 
that sailed upon her. For to those at the metcy of her winds, currents, calms and stotms, and 
the ever-improving contrivances which kept them afloat upon her, life at sea was a constant 
struggle for survival. And the struggle for Survival is a primitive law. So, upon the sea, men 
often return to the. primitive, to a kind of savagery that was their insurance against extinction. 

Across these pages then will sail the plunderers and pillagers, the pirates and privateers, the 
whalers, the smugglers, the money-hungry pearl-divers and treasure-hunters, the shanghaiers 
and the shanghaied, the mutineers, and all of the other adventureres so often glamorized in 
romantic fiction. Here, you will see them as they really were. 

In future issues, SCUTTLEBUTT will be your column, to shoot the breeze and sling the 
bilge as you see fit. This first time, as is our custom with new mags, it belongs to your editors. 

Write us and tell us what you think of PIRACY. Give us an idea of the kind of stories you'd 
like to see us do. We'll be waiting to hear from you. 

The Editors 

Piracy 

Room 706, Dept. 1 

225 Lafayette Street 

N.Y.C12.N.Y. 







Spain,at war with every foreign power in the new 
world, soon found that she had a tough nut to crack, 
adventurers, freebooters. , . men who gambled their 
lives and skills to win mighty fortunes. .. da rep 
the power of the wealthy ruthless dons on the 
high seas. ambitious men.. .eager for fame, power, 
and gold under the protection of bogus patriotism 
...applied to their governments for letters of 
maroue so that they could plunder and ransack 
LEGALLY. . . as PRIVATEERS, and SUCH a man was 

CAPTAIN BALLARD JAMES. 



Captain ballard james. .. ex-plantation owner- 
landlubber TURNED PRIVATEER.. .FACED HIS LIEb- 
TENANTS.H1S SALLOW FACE ALIVE WITH EXCITEMENT. 
HERE WAS THE VERY FIRST TARGET OF HIS NEW 
CAREER. HERE WAS THE FIRST REALIZATION OF HI3 
MBlTIOUS DREAMS. ■ ■ 




Time and again, this irritating dipper- Every prize wok ...evert cargo captured. ..would be shared 



ENCE BETWEEN PRIVATEER AND PIRATE HAD 
COME UP TO CHALLENGE CAPTAIN JAMES' 
CONTROL OVER HIS HEN. AND TIME AND 
AGAIN, HE'D RAVED AT THE DISTINCTION... 



BY ALL EXCEPT FOR THE ONE FIFTH TOKEN-SHARE TO BE PRESENTED 
TO THE ENGLISH GOVERNMENT THAT HAD GIVEN CAPTAIN JAMES HIS 

COMMISSION... 




Captain jwmes's sloop bore down for the kill, its round shot 
plunging through the galleon's hull, cutting through knots of 
half-nakeo, powder-grimed men. smoke blanketed the carnage 
on the spanish vessel's deck. spars and masts fell... crashing 
down on screaming men below... 




Her decks raked w 
her men shaken and flung from 
her cannon, the spanish galleon 
lurched craz1lv as the sloop 
crashed her bow and the pri- 
vateer crew leaped aboard, leo 
by their shrieking captain... 



AT 'EM, BOYS f FIFTY PIECES OF) 
EIGHT TO THE MAN WHO 
HOISTS OUB COLORS ON^- >, 
THE MAINMAST... j-rr<lM\ 




THE SHOUTS, THE CURSES, THE YELLING AND SCREAMING, THE SHRIEKS OF THE MAULED AND DYING RENT THE 
AIR, MUSKETS AND PISTOLS EMPTIED INTO QUIVERING FLESH. SLASHING, SWISHING RAPIERS ANO DIRKS AND CUT- 
LASSES FOUND THEIR MARKS. THE DECKS SURGED WITH THE VIOLENCE OF COMBAT WITH NO QUARTER GIVEN... 



And then it was over. ..as suddenly as it had 
begun. captain ballard james had won his first 
prize in a bath of blood. cringing, cowering men, 
women and children were herded on deck... 



THE PRIZE' TEN THOUSANO DOUBLOONS, FOUR HUNDRED 
BAGS OF INDIGO.FlFTY CASKS OF WINE , GOLD AND SILVER 
PLATE, JEWELRY AND CLOTHING. CAPTAIN JAMES SAT 
ALONE IN HIS CABIN, HOURS LATER, A MUCH SATISFIED 
MAN... 




The sloop closed in, guns roaring, sails full on mast, 
the cannons of the brigantine spoke out in protest... 
maiming, numbing, but not stopping the eager captain 

JAMES... 



Deck hooks ensnared the french vessel, 
screaming forms swung across lateen sails, 
volley after volley poured from deck to 
oeck.6loo0 and brains, flesh and guts spat- 
tered the boards. and over it allairsins 
and shouting, was a transformed captain 




Moments later... silence... broken only by the 

whimpers of the wounded. the french captain 
faced his conquerer... 



Later, in his cabin, captain ballard james totaled 
his latest prize and mused. ■ 




One way was to PUBLICALLY PROCLAIM HIMSELF a 
PIRATE. BUT THAT WOULD MEAN MAKING HIMSELF 
AND HIS SHIP VULNERABLE TO THE MIGHTY MAN -OF - 
WARS OF EVERY POWER INSTEAD OF JUST THE SHIPS 
OF THE LINE OF SPAIN. THE OTHER WAY, HOWEVER, 
WAS TO PLUNDER VESSEL AFTER VESSEL OF ALL 
NATIONS AND STORE THEIR TREASURES IN SOME HID- 
DEN COVE, SHARING ONLY MINOR BOOTY NOW AND 
THEN FOR APPEARANCES SAKE. CAPTAIN JAMES 
CHOSE THIS LATTER ALTERNATIVE., 



And SO, FROM PRIVATEER TO PIRATE... FROM PIRATE 
TO PRIVATEER, DEPENDING UPON NATIONALITY OF TAR- 
GETS,. . CAPTAIN BALLARD JAMES CARRIED ON HIS 
CAREER OF DUPLICITY, DECEIT, RAPINE, AND MURDER. 
BARKS, FRIGATES, SCHOONERS, WHALERS, Pi RAGUAS.. . 
ANY AND EVERY SHIP HE COULD BOARD FELL EASY 
'REY TO HIS VIOLENCE AND TREACHERY.. . 



STANDBY TO GRAPPLE WTH 'EM, M'BVGKOS.' 
PISTOLS PRIMED f DIRKS IN HAND f LET'S 60.. 





And as captain james learned ms trade as liar, 

BRUTE.KILLER OF MEN.HE ALSO LEARNED THAT A GOOD 
"" J ENTERTAINED HIS CREW. ■ 



Cutting off ears and hands... slitting tongues.,, 
branding... impaling.. .flogging... quartering were 
arts to «e learned. and ballard james soon 
became a master at these... 




Gradually, the education of captain james pro- 
gressed. HE LEARNED THE ART OF INCREASEOMONfr 
TARY RETURNS. 8UCAN OR DRIED HIDES OF FARM 
ANIMALS FOR DUTCH GUILDERS, FRENCH LOUIS COR, 
ITALIAN PIASTERS.ENGLISH GUINEAS.. .POUNDS FOR 
ONZAS.. .WOMEN AND SLAVES FOR IVORY AND GOLD... 
. SOULS 



From the docksoftortuga.thepirate stronb- 
holo where flesh was peddled at high prices,., 
from the antilles to massachusetts.- from the 
carolina and virginia coasts to the caribbean, 

ballarp james learnedhis trade., 




ON SOME DESERTED SHORE, THE WEALTH OF SACKED 
TOWNS AMD PIRATED SHIPS WAS HIDDEN... 



AND LITTLE BY LITTLE, THE THIN LINE BETWEEN 
PIRATE AND PRIVATEER GRADUALLY VANISHED UNTIL 
ONE NIGHT, ROWING OUIETLY TOWARD A BRITISH 
N-OF-WAR LriNG IN NEW Y 




...CAPTAIN JAMES ATTACKED ASHIPOf TH£ VERY 
GOVERNMENT THAT HAD COMMISSIONED HIM. WITH 
SURPRISE ON THEIR SIDE. JAMES AND HIS CUT-THROAT 
CREW HASTILY PUT AN END TO ALL OPPOSITION. FACING 
THE BRITISH MAN-OF-WAR'S OFFICERS.THE TRIUMPHANT 
FREEBOOTER FAIRLY PUFFEO WITH PRICE. 




The confident captain waited until his sloop 
WAS within hail of the merchant ships, then he 

LIFTED HIS SPEAKING TRUMPET A ND BE LLOWED... 

STAND BY TO BE 
BOARDED! WE ARE 
PIRATES, BY 30D, 
AND IF YOU RESIST. 



His answer came savagely, as loaded and primed 

CANNON WERE QUICKLY UNCOVERED AND BELCHED FORTH 
SMOKE AND SHOT FROM THE MERCHANT VESSELS-. _ 

' TAKE BATTLE STATIONS!- 

! BREAK OUT AMMUNITION! 

HURRY! HURRY! , 




THE THREE "MERCHANT SHIPS"CLOSED IN, SURROUNDING THE SLOOP, GRAPESHOT AND IRON MISSLES 
HER DECKS INTO QUIVERING FLESH. HEAVY CANNONADES LOOSENED RIGGING, SENDING SPLINTERED M 
UPON HER CREW... CRUSHING SKULLS... MAIMING LIMBS. SCREAMING MEN SWUNG DOWN FROM ALL 
THE BOXED IN RAIDER WITH KNIVES AND CUTLASSES THAT WERE QUICKLY STAINED RED WITH BLOOD 
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NOW YOU SEARCH 
FOR IT/ 

BUT IF YOU CAN'T FIND PIRACY 

£T YOUR LOCAL NEWSSTAND, YOU 
CAN SUBSCRIBE! JU5T FILL OUT 
THE COUPON AND AAAIL, TOGETHER 
WITH ONE HUNDRED P/ECES OF 
CENT C THAT'S ONE BUCK, LAND- 
LUBBERS/), TO: 



THE SEASICK EDITORS OF 

PIRACY 

ROOM 70fe 

22S LAFAYETTE STREET 

N.Y.C. 12, N.Y. 

OKAY. BILGE RATS/ YOU SHANSMAlED >«■£ .' 
I ENCLOSE #I.OO FOR THE. NEXT EIGHT ISSUES 

OF PIRACY f 




The name's O'HARA... FRANK O'HARA. and the ship was the CUPPER LORNA J. I remember her lyin' off 

BALTIMORE THE DAY X SIGNED ON HER AS FIRST MATE. SHE WAS TALL AND PROUD WITH HER THREE RAKIN' MASTS AND 
HER TRIM LINES SlVltf HER THE LOOK OF MOVEMENT EVEN THOUGH SHE LAY AT MOORING. I REMEMBER.TOO.WHEN 
WEUPPED ANCHOR ON THE 20TH OF SEPTEMBER, IS 54, HOW SHE TOOK THE WIND IN HER 8ILL0WIN' SHEETS AND GLIDED 
LIKE A FULL-BOSOMED MAIDEN THR0U6H THE BAY AND OUT TO SEA. AYE, AND I REMEMBER HER SKIPPER, CAP'N 
MATH£*> BOLLARD. . . A BRUTE OF A MAN IN EVERY WAY. . .SQUAT AND SOLID, WITH CRUEL GIMLET EYES SET IN A 
LEATHERY FACE THAT NEVER SMILED. YOU COULD SENSE IN HIM A STORM BELOW THE SURFACE, AND ALL HANDS 
ABOARD HAD GATHERED TO SEE IT BREAK IN FIERCE FURY THAT DAY SOON AFTER WE'D LOST THE TRADE WINDS AND 
DRIFTED BECALMED IN THE STEAMING HEAT OF THE TROPIC OFCAPRICORN. . . 



RICO IS A GOOD SAILOR, 

IT'S THIS INFEI 
SUN THAT MADE HIM DOZE. 







As I STRODE AFT, I HEARD A SOUND 

KE A CRACK OF A PISTOL. CAPTAIN 

BOLLARD HIMSELF WAS PUTTIN' THE 

H TO JUAN RICO'S BACK... 




The LASH FELL 
ASAIN AND BLOOD 
TRICKLED DOWN HIS 
SWEATY BACK AS 
THE KNOTTED CORDS 
TORE RAW GASHES... 



He passed out with 
the fifth lash,hang- 
in* limp from the 
mast. butthecap'n 
went on floggin 



I SWALLOWED'MY BILE AND HEADED DOWN 
THE COMPANIONWAY, UNABLE TO WATCH ANY 
MORE. I NEARLY FELL OVER SCOTTY, THE 





TOOK THE LAD AND SHOOK HIM AND 
SPOKE HARSHLY, THOUGH MY HEART 
WASN'T IN IT... 



HEN YOU COME TO V Ml MOTHER 

SEA,rou , REAMAN/\ IS DEAD.. 

YOU LEAVE THEWEEPIN') 

HOME... fN 

MOTHER'S APRON f. 




CAP'N BOLLARD SENT FOR ME LATER. H 
STOOD THERE, HANDS CLASPED BEHIND H 
SACK.HIS EYES BURNIN'... 



DISCIPLINE, MR. O'HARAr A60AI 
I'LL HAVE DISCIPLINE? I ^m 
ORDERS Am I'LL NOT TOLERATE 
INSUBORDINATION BY ANY 'OFFICER. ( 

DO I MAKE MYSELF CLEAR? 




DISCIPLINE, O'HARA... 

AND HERE'S A TASTE OF 
IT r YOU'LL TAKE PORTT- 

EISHT HOURS WATCH 
with NO RELIEF '/ 
"s all! 




i WANTED TO SEE HOW JUAN RICO WAS, SO I MADE MV WAY TO THE 
FO'CASTLE. A STIFLING STENCH MET ME AS I ENTERED.. .THE STENCH OF 
MILDEW AND ROT AND MEN'S SWEAT AND BREATH. RICO LAY FACE-DOWN 
ON HIS HAMMOCK.WRITHING. . . HIS BACK A MASS OF RAW AND LIVID FLESH. 
BUT THE CREW WAS IGNORING HIS MOANS. THEY'D BACKED BOS'N RATCLIFFE , 
UP AGAINST A BULKHEAD.AND A GIANT OF A MAN NAMED ANDERS WAS 
THREATENING HIM WITH A KNIFE. . . 



I STEPPED IN FAST, TWISTIN' ANDERS' 
ARM UP AND BEHIND TILL HE DROPPED 
THE KNIFE.OOS'N RATCLIFFE WAS 
WHIMPERING LIKE A WHIPPED DOG... 




I SHOVED RATCLIFFE OUT 
THE PASSAGE AND TURNEO TO 
WARN THE MEN. . . 



I MADE FOR THE DECK, RATCLIFFE 
TAGGIN" ALONG -AT MY HEELS.WHININ 1 .. 
_/ YOU BELIEVE \ YOU ARE fi. LIAfi, 

ME, DON'TYOU,/ RATCLIFFE? I GOT ' 
^O'HARA? I ^ IT FROMTHE SK1P- 
IMSELF. YOU 
DID SOUEALfSTEER 
CLEAR OF THE MEN 
OR A WHILE.. . AND J 
ME, TOO/ A 



I STOOD MY FORTY-EIGHT HOURS 

WATCH WHILE A BROILIN'SUN BEAT 

DOWN ON ME WITHOUT MERCY. I 

CURSED CAP'N BOLLARD AND YET I 

TOLD MYSELF HE WAS RIGHT... A 

CREW WITHOUT DISCIPLINE WAS OPEN 

TO MUTINY... 




Those two nights were little better 
than the days. the stored up heat from 
the deck had me sw1mmin' in my own sweat, 
i had no vittlesoft drink save what young 
smuggled to me after dark . . . 



What i said then made h 
break into a grin that all 
but outshone the moon 
overhead. . . 



On THE SECOND NIGHT, FROM 
THE QUARTERDECK, I SAW 
SHADOWY FIGURES HUDDLED 
AFT, NEAR THE STARi 
GUNNEL... ... 




Somehow,! could feel the stir 
op trouble in the air. and yet, 
when i approached the men, 
there was no hostility in the way/ 
they looked at me,.. 



FOUR DAYS WITH-/ r >I>'£-,SIR... ~^| 


OUT a BREATH 


ON ALL TEMPERS. 


O'WND STIRRING. 


} A MAN OUGHT TO 


IT'S AW ON A V 


BE CONSIDER1N' 


man's TEMPER?. 


THAT BEFORE HE, 


EH, LAOS? 1 


n TAKES To ^d 



a cal! 



-IKE J 



The STORM HE WARNED OF WAS 
MUTINY. THE SET GRIM LOOKS ON 

. THE MEN'S FACES MADE THAT CLEAR. 

' I WAS MULLIN" OVER THE THREAT 
AS I MOVED BACK TO THE OUARTER- 
DECK WHEN I SAW RATCLIFFE. HE 
WAS COMIN 1 DOWN THE PORTSIDE 
R1GGIN' TO THE AFTERDECK... 



I HURRIED TO THE COMPANIONWAY, ITCHIN' TO 
LEARN IF RATCLIFFE WOULD CARRY HIS TALE TO 
.THE SKIPPER. MY ANSWER CAME QUICK. THE BQS'I 
WAS SCURRYIN' ALONG AFTER CAP'N BOLLARD, 
WHOSE EYES GLOWED LIKE LIVE COALS 




Before thecap'w could reach me, a breeze started up, 
and in seconds, a stiff wind whistled through the rig- 
gin 1 , sails that had hun5 limp for days swelled into 
life. i bellowed orders as the lorna j. leaped ahead 
and the crew sprang into action. . . 




It WASN'T LONG BETORE A HURRICANE WAS SCREAMIN' ALL AROUND 
US. THE MASTS GROANED AS SALE-BLOWN CANVAS FOUGHT TO TEAR 
LOOSE, STRAININ' AT EVERY SHROUD. MOUNTAINOUS WAVES LIFTED 
THE LORNA J. AND CRASHED HER INTO CHURNIN' TROUGHS. THEN 
SHE'D KNIFE THROUGH SWELLS THAT'D WASH HER TO THE SECOND 
MAINMAST SPAR-.. 




SHEWASATOY SHIP BOBBIN' IN A VAST SEA OF VIOLENCE... 



The CLIPPER LURCHED... EVERY TIMBER IN 
HER GROANED AND QUIVERED. THE SEA RIPPED 
OVER HER DECKS. ONCE, I GRABBED BLINDLY 
FOR THE WHEEL WITH ONE HAND AND CAUGH' 
HELMSMAN JOCK MACGRUOER WITH THE 
OTHER IN TIME TO SAVE HIM FROM BEING 
WASHED OVERBOARD- ■ 




After I'd lashed jack to the helm and dropped 
a sea anchor to cut our drift, i noticed the 
kio.scotty, stumble on deck.holoin' two jugs, 
fighttn'to stano up against the ninety-mile 
wind. i hung on to a belayin' pin in the gunnel 
and wrapped my free arm around his waist... 



By SIX BELLS THE NEXT MORNIN 1 , THE STORM HAD RAGEO 
BY, BUT THERE WAS STILL A FAIR WIND FROM THE NOR'EAST. 
THE LORNA J.'D HAD A HARD NIGHTFALL HER SHEETS 
GASHED...SOME SHREDDEO OR TORN AWAY. THE CAP'N 
LOOKED FROM THE MASTHEADS TO THE EXHAUSTED CREW 
ON THE LITTERED DECK... 




- NOT LOWER ON£ INCH 

OFSA/L.MR.Q'H&Rb. I'LL NOT 

SPARE ONE MOMENT'S 

HEADWAY DELIVERIN' M< 
CARGO TO MALAY. AND W 
I'M MASTER OFTHIS SHIP, 
EVERY JACK'LL WORK WHEN, 

WHERE, AND HOW X say 



,1 



The storwd torn away all our life- 
boats SAVE THE LONGBOAT. AT EIGHT 

ILE I WAS INSPECTIN'OAMASE 
KEEPIN' AN EYE ON THE TIRED 
JFT.WORRYIN' ABOUT THE SCORCHIN 
g SAPPIN'WHAT LITTLE STRENGTH 
IY HAD LEFT, I HEARD A SCREAM.. 



DECKWARD... HITTING 
AMIDSHIP WITH A SICKENING.C PUNCH- 
ING SOUND, THE OTHERS CLIMBED 
DOWN FROM ALOFT AND GATHERED 
AROUNO HIS BROKEN, LIFELESS d 
BODY... 





TELL THE CAP'N WE AIN'T GO/A/' 
ALOFT AGAIN, O'HARA ...NOTTWJ. 
WE GET SOME RESTf TELL ')M 
rANK ANDERS SAID WE AIN'T! 




The crew grumbled and went back 
TO THEIR sail mending, when the 

CAP'N HAD GOME BELOW ,X CARRIED 
ANDERS TO THE FO'CASTLE. I FOUND 
YOUNG SCOTTY IN HIS MAMMOCK, 
8URKIN' WIT* FEVER... 




WE HAN AFOUL OF MORE TREACH - 
EROUS WEATHER ROUNDIN' CAPE 
HORN, BUT THE OLO GIRL TOOK IT 
IN HER STRIDE. NOT SO CAP'N BOL- 
LARD. HIS TEMPER WORSENED WITH 
EACH PASSIN'DAY. HE BASHED IN 
JOCK MACGRUDER'S TEETH V 
BELAYN' PIN... 



HE SEEMED TO TAKE PLEASURE IT 
METIN 1 OUT PUNISHMENT. 1 REMEM- 
BER WHEN WE'D REACHEO THE SOUTH 
PACIFIC, LATITUDE 47"20', LONGITUDE 
120*10', BOLLARD HELO HIS PISTOL 
ON THE MEN AND FORCED THEM TO 
KEELHAUL EBAN OUNCAN FOR CUR SIN' 
OUT RATCLIFFE... 




I SAW DUNCAN DIE THAT NIGHT. I LOOKED INTO THE 
PACES OP THE CREW AND X SAW STORM CLOUDS IN 
THEIR EYES ...SEETHING HATE. ..READY TO RAGE FORTH. 
I SPOKE TO THE CAP'N ABOUT IT... 



Bollard was interrupted by the sound of angry 
voices from the main deck, he threw open a sea 
chest, snatched a rifle, and called back to me as 
he dashed toward the cabin ooor... 




The cap'n,seconomate caldwell,ratcliff,myself, 
and three other officers raced to the quarter- 
deck. x was the only officer unarmed. sixteen 
men, leo by yank anders, stood below us on the 

MAIN DECK, ARMED WITH KNIVES, BELAYIn' PINS, AND ANY 
OTHER WEAPON THEY COULO FIND. CAP'N BOLLARD TOOK 
HIS TIMEPIECE... 



Not a man Movfco. they just looked at the cap 1 * 

THEIR EYES SMOULOERIN" WITH HATE. WHEN THE TIME 
WAS UP, BOLLARD POINTED THE RIFLE AND SQUEEZED 
THE TRIGGER. THE SHOT WAS MEANT FOR ANDERS, BUT 
IT MISSFD HIM, PUTTING A HOLE CLEAN IN THE CENTER 
OF JUAN flCO'S FOREHEAD,.-. 




(BreOO,T'LL T£ACH YOUTOHEED Mf J 
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Then, the man-storm broke, the crew surged 
forwaro,scramblin" onto the QUARTERDECK. PISTOLS 

CRACKED, AND RIFLES ROARED, AND MEN SCREAMED AS 
FACES WERE SHOT AWAY, AND KNIVES FOUND THEIR 
SOFT BELLY-MARKS, AND BELAYIN' PINS CRUSHED 
SKULLS ANO SPILLED BRAINS UPON THE HATCHES.. . 



I SAW ANDERS AND THREE OTHER MEN GRAB BOS'N 
RATCLIFFE. ONE MINUTE HE WAS SCREAMING AS THEY 

PUT A KNIFE TO H 




ISAW MACGRUOER PITCH OVER THE 5IDE.A RIFLE BALL IN 
HIS BELLY. I SAW CALDWELL'S HEAD LAID OPEN WITH A 
CAPSTAN BAR. T SAW CAP'N BOLLARD SWING IN 1 HIS RIFLE 
BUTT LIKE A MAN GONE WILD. AND THEN I SAW ANDERS 
Itj FRONT OF ME ANO I LASHEDOUT S, 



When anders went down the crew seemed to 
lose their spirit. they backedoff, nursing their 
wounds, x looked around the bloody deck. cap'n 
bollard had young scotty by his collar... his 
rifle at the boy's head.. . 




Captain bollard and i were th 


E ONLY 


OFFICERS LEFT ALIVE. ..CAPTAIN BOLLARD 


SNEEREO... 




WELL.WE'LL LET "WffET ALOFT 

HIM COOL OFF A. TOU LITTLE 


YGAPWf 
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FOR A WHILE ...IN MANGER- 
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The cap'n pointed his rifle at me, 
backing me off. forcing me to watch 
scotty take to the rig gin", something 
never done in his life... 



I PICKED UP HIS PITIFULLY BROKEN BODY AND CARRIED 
IT BELOW. SCOTTY OPENED HIS EYES JUST ONCE BEFORE 





THE ISLAND WENT BT GOLD AND SREEN AND BEAU- 
TIFUL ON THE DAWN HORIZON. ..AN UNCHARTED PARA- 
>ISE OF TAN-SKINNED NATIVES: WITH FLASHING 
5MILES. CAP'N BALLARD NEVER HEARD THE LONG- 
BOAT LOWER A 1 




WE LEFT HIMf WE LEFT CAP'N BOLLARD WITH HIS SHIP 

in FULL SAIL AND MINUS AN ANCHOR. IT WAS OUR 

SINGING THAT BROUGHT HIM UP ON DECK...OUR SINGING 
AS WE PULLED FOR THE ISLANO'S BLUE LAGOON. HE WAS 

ALONE... ALONE ON A FULL-RIGGED CLIPPER SHIP, 
skimming WESTWARD WHERE BLACK OMINOUS STORM 
CLOUDS THREATENED... 




^fcu Will never forget that grim October morn in i864 

WHEN THE GROWING TENSION AND HATRED YOU'D WITNESSED 
FOR IG7. DAYS FINALLY EXPLODED IN A SCREAMING CLIMAX. 
YOU'D SIGNED ON THE WHALING BARK EBM DODGE AS A GREEN 
FOREMAST-HAND AT THE USUAL "LAY" IN APRIL OF THAT YEAR, 
AND EVER SINCE THAT PROUD SQUARE- RIGGED VESSEL'D 
GLIDED OUT OF NEW BEDFORD HARBOR, YOU'D SENSEO THE 
FIRST MATE'S INTENSE JEALOUSY OF THE CAPTAIN . FEW 
WHALES HAD BEEN RAISED AND "TRIED- OUT" AND THE HOLD 
CASKS HAD SEEN BARELY HALF-FILLED WITH SPERM OIL. 
MARTIN ERICSON,THEFIRSTMATE,HA0 PLANTED THE SEEDS OF 
DISCONTENT AMONG THE FO'CASTLE HANDS BY BLAMIN6 THE 
LONG UNPRODUCTIVE VOYAGE UPON THE INCOMPETENCY OF " 
YOUR CAPTAIN, MATHEW STRONG.AND THE CREW WAS WELL 
AWARE THAT THE £BAN DODGE WOULD NOT TURN HOMEWARD 
UNTIL ITS STORAGE VATS WERE FILLED, THEN.ON THAT FATAL 
OCTOBER WORN, THE CRY CAME FROM MASTHEAD. . . 





The whale's "blow; 1 or spout, was soon visible 
to the well-trained eye of the captain from 
his position on the bark's quarter-deck. mean- 
wh1le.the boat-steerers and mates had leaped 
into their whaleboats, suspended from the 
dautts on the bark's sides.and were frantically 
unhooking the tackle. . . 










The cranes were swung from under the keels of the long- boats, 
the blocks creaked, and the boats dropped swiftly and smoothly 
to the surface below. at the captain's next comma no.you climbed 
to the gunwale and slid down the lines along with the others of 

your boat crew. , 



THE MATE, ERICSON, WAS IN COMMAND 

OF THE LARBOARD WHALEBOAT TO 
WHICH YOU'D BEEN ASSIGNED. HE SAT 
ON THE DECKEO-OVER STERN.GROWUNG 
ORDERS. . 




IT WAS THE CAPTAIN 
OVER THE GUNWALE 



HOLD ON, mh. ericson ! \j|^ 
I'M COMING ALONBf MM 
WE NEED THIS WHALE fl% 




\ 1 


"""" ^ %^ 






<w\ 



The captain slid down the lines 
amd seated himself on the aftef 

THWART. 



YOU SAW THE FIRST MATE'S FACE 
FLUSH BEET NED AT THIS RARE 
TURN OF EVENTS. . . THE CAPTAIN 
HIMSELF JOINING THE WHALE 
HUNT. YOU KNEW ERICSON WAS 
INTERPRETING THE ACTION AS AN 

OBVIOUS INSULT TO HIS ABILITY. 

>U SAW HIS KNUCKLES TURN ASH 
ITE AS HE GRIPPED THE Tl L LER. 




In THE STEM, YOU WATCHED THE 80AT-HEADER.0R HARPOONER, 
CHECKING HIS NEEDLE SHARP "IRON." BETWEEN THE TWO AFTER 
THWARTS LAY THE TUBS WITH THE COILED MANILA WHALE LINE 
. HE TURNED TOYOU.SATISFIED WITH THE STRAPPINGS AND NODDED.. 



YOU REACHED INTO THE LARGER TUB CON- 
TAINING THE 100 FATHOMS OF COILED ROPE 
ANO PASSED THE END TO THE MATE WHO 
CIRCLED THE LOGGERHEAO ON THE STERN DECK 
WITH IT AND PASSED IT FORWARD. . . 




The boat- header received the line ano fastened You remember how you guded silently down upon the 



IT SECURELY TO THE POLE UPON WHICH HIS HARPOON 
WAS STRAPPED. THEN HE COILED STRAY INTO THE 
HEAD OF THE BOAT, BRACED HIS THIGH IN THE 
"CLUMSY CLEAT," AND WHISPERED.. . 



MONSTROUS HULK, AMD THE LOOK THAT CAME INTO THE 
MATE'S EYES AS HE STARED AT THE BACK OF THE CAPTAIN'S 
HEAD WITH HATE AND LOATHING.. . 



-i ALL RIGHT? NO NOISE NOW.' WE 
DON'T WANT TO GALLY 'tM, ELSE 'El 
TURN FLUKE AND SOUI 




YOU THOUGHT OF THE MATE'S V 



And you knew that the mate's hatred of the old man was jealousy... 
pure and simple. it wasn't you he was thinking oe. . or the ftesfof 
the cfiew. it was his burning ambition to be in command? so you 
watched with fearful anticipation as your whaleboat neared the 




It all happened so suddenly, as the whale- 
boat HEAD CAME WITHIN A FEW FEET OF THE GLEAM- 
ING BLACK HULK.THE HARPOONER RAISED HIS IRON,. 



...And drove it into the soft blubber just forward 
the whale's hump. . . 




The whale Snorted, spouting, and took off< 
and at that very instant, you saw ericson let 
goof the tiller and yank sack on the rapidly 
uncoiling stray, LOOPING IT AROUND THE 
CAPTAIN'S NECK.. . 



YOU WERE HELPLESS TO STOP IT.' THE STRAY PAID OUT. . . 
THE WHALE WAS OFF ON ITS "NANTUCKET SLEIGH RIDE*. . , 
AND THE CAPTAIN WAS BEING DRAGGED, SCREAMING, ACROSS 
THE THWARTS. . 




..OVER THE STEM,, . 



...AND INTO THE SEA, OUT AFTER THE AnD YOU REMEMBER HOW THE MATE 

SLEIGHING BULL SPERM, . . GRINNED AS HE TIGHTENED UP ON THE 

LOGGERHEAD LOOP.. . 




The whaleboat lurched aheaojowed by the rolling You remember ehcson's laugh. ..his triumphant 
mammal. you remember the wild ride.. .the whale laugh... the: whale rollins.. .the captain's flail 
skimming across the swells, mortally wounded... ing figure breaking water once or twice... ano yoi 

the rope smoking as it slipped on the loggerhead, screaming.. . 

P X CAN'T STAND ITf 



THE OUMBFOUNDED BOAT-HEADER SCRE 




IF YOU can't stand it, n 

:>nny, DON'T LOOK? 'ji 
CLOSE YOUR EYES ANO 
ENJOY THE RIDE. . 




YOU REMEMBER WONDERING IF ANY OF THE OTHERS J You REM EMBER THE M ATE LOOSENING THE LOGGERHEAD COIL 

OF THEBOATCREW HAD SEEN WHAT YOU'D SEEN, "t ANO THE LINE LEAPING OUT OF THE BUCKET. .. 30.. .60... 

YOU REMEMBER THE WHALE FINALLY "TURNING J 80. ■ .90 FATHOMS. . 
FLUKE" AND "SOUNDING". . 




Suddenly, the line stopped playing out. 
suddenly there was dead silence as the 
whale stopped sounding and the boat 
drifted aimlessly. . . . 



YOU WAITED, SEARCHING THE SURFACE 
AROUND YOU FOR A SIGN OF THE WHAI 
YOU REMEMBERING ERICSON GRABBING 
VICE-LIKE GRIP AND WHISPERING. ■ . 



THE TOSSING SEA 
. AND IN THE SILENCE, 
XJR SHOULDER IN A 







L 






YOU REMEMBER HIS EYES.GLARING {SUDDENLY, THE HARPOONER 

AT YOU... AND THE SILENCE. . .THE f SC REAME D. , 

waiting SILENCE... -^WPSSLMKED OFfT 

'(SHE'S COVIN' UP! 




YOU REMEMBER THE BOILING SEA AROUND THE 80AT. . .THE SUDDEN EARTHQUAKE -LIKE SHOCK., .THE SPLINTERING 
CRASH OFCEDER WOOD,. .THE CRAZV SENSATION OF BEING VAULTED THROUGH THE AIR AS THE MONSTER BROKE 
SURFACE BELOW YOUR FLIMSY BOAT. ■ .LIFTING IT HIGH. , .SMASHING IT TO SMITHEREENS. . 




YOU REMEMBER GOING UP... UP. .. .. .THE SHRIEKING OF THE FIRST MATE, ERICSON, WHERE HE 'O COME 

AND FINALLY COMING DOWN. . .HITTING DOWN. . .IMPALED ON THE HARPOON POLE STICKING OUT OF THE 
THE WATER... CLAWING DESPERATELY WHALES BACK AS IT SKIMMED AWAY... FREE A T LAST., . 
FOR SOME PIECE Of WRECKAGE... AND 
HEARING THE SHRIEKING,. 




Captain Peter Van Cleef had not found his 
master on land or sea. And some savage in- 
stinct in his soul gloried in the chance to 
match wits, skill, and muscle against nature's 
fury. He stood on the bridge of his tanker as it 
battled through the frothy crests of the Indian 
Ocean on its way to Calcutta, looking down 
on the grimy crew toiling on the decks below. 
His jutting grim features tightened into a 
sadistic scowl. 

"Get that ballast safely secured, you deck 
scuts!" he shouted. The crew didn't look up, 
bending lower and straining sinews further to 
pul! the brined ropes around the huge 
wooden crates piled against the bulwarks. 
There was no time to hate the Captain, only 
time to hasten the back-killing pace he had 
set for them. For the waves were mounting 
higher, rolling deeper. The sky was darken- 
ing. The wind was increasing from a doleful 
moaning to a high-pitched whine. A dreaded 
typhoon was on its way. Barometer pressure 
was rapidly falling, and the furious storm 
would be upon them in moments. 

But Van Cleef was glad, though the iron- 
decked ship listed dangerously and her prow 
plunged precariously into the sea bringing 
water to the height of the anchor stocks. Here 
at last was the chance to experience the 
power of command, the triumph of knowing 
he was supreme against all odds— the eleva- 
tion of man to superman again. And in over- 
confident conceit, he looked up at the black 
heavens with contempt, bracing himself for 
the fight. 

The ship yawned to port as the wind and 
waves lashed against her sides. The steers- 
man strained at the wheel trying desperately 
to hold her steady on course. The deck began 
to vibrate with the one-sided strain on the 
engines. Van Cleef grabbed at the helmsman 
and steadied himself to stare at the compass. 
He jumped to the telegraph and signaled 
FULL SPEED with the handle. The cone- 
shaped funnel in the sky, blacker than all the 
clouds around it, approached the ship. The 
crew's faces went white with (ear! Here was 
the very heart of the typhoon-the monstrous 
vacuum that sucked men, cargo, and ship into 
its maw and devoured it whole, leaving only 



pieces of strewn wreckage and oil behind. 

Waves coming from the port side broke 
over the ship as though it were a floating log. 
It wallowed feebly under the tons of water, 
coming halfway back to level and then 
sagged to starboard again. The steersman 
went berserk with fear. 

"Captain— we're broaching to! We'!! DIE!" 
Van Cleef hit the terror-stricken man and 
pushed his inert body away with his feet. 

"Back the starboard engine," he called to 
his First Mate behind him, taking over the 
wheel. The Mate's hoarse voice gave swift in- 
structions to the engine-room below, and Van 
Cleef waited, well aware that the ship's fuel 
would be used up in that maneuver. But he 
also knew that he would win out against the 
storm. Once it was over, they could easily 
broadcast an S.O.S. and stand to while a fuel 
ship reached them from a nearby harbor. 

The bridge-door broke open under the im- 
pact smashing the men inside against the 
walls. Spray pelted the decks like small wet 
stones, while shrieking crewmen, their frozen 
grips torn away from the quivering guide 
ropes, were blown away into the darkness. 
But over the storm's guttural roar came de- 
fiant laughter. 

"Go on," Van Cleef screamed at the storm. 
"Try to kill me! You'll FAIL! I'm still your mas- 
ter!'' The crew stared at him. numb wilh ter- 
ror. This was a madman, challenging the gods 
of the Sea! Which one would win? 

But already, the storm was over. The clouds 
parted, letting in the sun. The wind died-and 
silence descended, leaving Van Cleef alone 
on the bridge to rule over his domain. The fuel 
was gone, the engine dead, he mused— but he 
had won again as he always would. 

Then suddenly— a tremor shook the ship 
and made it spin around slowly at first in a 
wide circle, then faster, in ever-decreasing 
circles. The crewmen began screaming never 
to stop while Van Cleef stood transfixed with 
horror. For there before his eyes, was a gi- 
gantic whirlpool created by the storii that 
would do what its counterpart in the sty 
could not— suck the ship into its maw and 
leave behind one victor-the SEA-alone and 
forever. 



A POINT Of ORDER! IF YOU'RE EXPECTING E.c.'S 
NEWEST HORROR MAO TO BE SETTER THAN 730*£S 

from me crypt, the mult of horror, m> 

me HAUNT OP FEAR. yoU'LL BE SADLY DIS- 
APPOINTED! tVS ONLY JUST AS GOOD/ 




INVESTIGATE YOUR FAVORITE 
NEWSSTAND TOR THE FIRST "JUST- 
AS -GOOD" ISSUE/ HOWEVER IF 
YOU'RE TIED UP WITH RED TAPE 
(APHESIVE, THAT IS.') AND YQU'P 
RATHER SUBSCRIBE, FILL OUT THE 
COUPOti AND SEND IN, TOGETHER 
WITH AN UNDOCTORBO PHOTO 
OF GEORGE WASHINGTON ON A 
4I.OO BILL. YOU'LL RECEIVE 8 
UNCROPPED ISSUES IN THE 
MAIL. 



THE CRYPT- KEEPER 
ROOM 706 

225 LAFAYETTE STREET 
N.Y.C. 12, N.V. 

HERE'S MY BUCK. SEND ME THE NEXT 
B ISSUES OF YOUR NEWEST MAG, THE 
CRYPT OP TERROR . 



NAME 




Captain henry walton had brought his square- 
rigged SHIP INTO SAN-FRANCISCO HARBOR IN ORDER TO 
FILL HER WATER CASKS AND REPLENISH HER FOOD STORES 
IN PREPARATION FOR THE LONG HOMEWARD- BOUND TRIP 
AROUND CAPE HORN. THE CREW HAD BEEN ALLOWED TOGO 
ASHORE WITH STRICT ORDERS TO RETURN THE FOLLOWING 
DAY BEFORE THE TIDE. BUT THE TOP OF THE TIDE HAD 
PASSED AND THE FLYING ALBATROSS HAD STILL SWUNG AT 
HER MOORINGS IN THE BAY. SOME OF THE CREW HAD NOT 
RETURNED AND CAPTAIN WALTON HAD REFUSED TO ATTEMPT 
THE TRIP SHORTHANDED. INSTEAD, HE'D SENT AN URGENT 
PLEA TO HIS SHIPPING COMPANY'S WEST COAST REPRESENTA- 
TIVE ASHORE TO SUPPLY HIM THE HANDS HE LACKED. 
NOW, AS THE NIG; r TIDE FLOWED IN THROUGH THE GOLDEN 
GATE, THE CAPTAIN PEERED OVER THE GUNWHALE AT THE 
SKIFF THAT HAD PULLED ALONGSIDE- 




Captain walton glared down AT THE BLEARY- 
EYED UNSHAVEN "CRIMP" STANDING AT THE TILLER 
OF HIS SKIFF. THEN HE STUDIED THE THREE 
UNCONSCIOUS FIGURES SPRAWLED ACROSS THE 
THW ARTS... j 



MR. S£XTON... * 

YOUR MAN 
ASHORE... HAS 

ALREADY PAID 

FOR THESE BILGE 
RATS, CAFN 
WALTON f 




ONE OF THE UNFORTUNATE MEN IN THE SEA SKIFF 
GROANED AND ROLLED OVER SO THAT CAPTAIN 
WALTON CO ULD SEE HIS FACE AS HE SPOKE... 




'He'd managed to maneuver h 

ONTO A TRAPDi 



'Before i could get to my feet 




[was BROUGHT around by the splash of sea WATER 
ON MY FACE. I OPENED MY EYES, THE MATE OF THE 
BARK MARTIN HA6ER WAS "TURNING US TO".. .' ■ ; 

ALL RIGHT, YOU SCURVY T WHERE,**!?* 
SWINE f ON DECK/THERE^) what's The*£4*- 
\WORK TO 00/ MOYEf AlNG OFTHIS^ 



you're SIXTEEN MILES OUT IN f 
THE PACIFIC, SCUM... BOUND 
FOR MANILA, TOKYO, AND THE ■ 
CAPE OF 6000 HOPE. NOW, 
SET TOPSIDE/ THE PIGQIN' A 
NEEDS TIBHTENIN'f \ 




'He grabbed me sy the legs and 
dragged me from my sunk. he 
stood over me, brandishing a whip..! 
you're a seaman] j. demand to 
now,wster( or / see the cap- 
woulo you like ( tain* i. 

TO ARGUE vmw 
THIS WHIPSL 



The sting of the whistling 
leather thong acrossmy mouth 
cut my words s hort. 



...AND I STUMBLED ON DECK,!, 
BLEEDING, MY FACE CARRYING AN 
ED GA: 




The voyage on THE martin haber took THREE YEARS.AT 

FIRST I WAS AWKWARD AND GANGLY... BUT I SOON 
LEARNED TO SCURRY UP THE RIGGINGS AND FURL THE 
SAILS WITHTHEBESTOF THEM.. 





'But i always carried that ONE OREAMfKtmfMT, 

ON WATCH AT M ASTHEAD.I WOULD GAZE OUT AT THEINKY 
BLUE EXPANSE OR DOWN AT THE SCRUBBEDOgCJC, ANDj 

would LONG FOR THE DAY when I WOULD ONCE 
AGAIN MEET UP WITH A RUNNER NAMED 'MIKE*,. 
—- WHO HAD SHANGHAIED ME...' 




' Three years at sea builds a man. it hardens 
flabby undeveloped muscles... hardens them into 
spring-steel bands that ripple and flex like a 
crouched tiger ready to leap upon its prey. and 
my prey was a runner back in fri5co...a shanghai- 
ing lout named mike. when my voyage terminated 
in boston, i signed on another ship bound for 

FRISCO. 



XN FRISCO, EIGHTEEN MONTHS LATER, I SEARCHED 
HIGH AND LOW FOR MY QUARRY UNTIL MY MONEY RAN 
OUT. I'D HEARD A RUMOR HE'D SHIPPED OFF TO AFRICA 
SO I SIGNED ON A SHIP BOUND FOR THE GOLD COAST, 




Captain walton turned from the oirty crimp 



The captain's face grew grim.. 




Mike stared at the c aptain, pisott leered 

gleefully. 




fo*2iNewChristmas 



Cards 
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izing Gef-ACqua/nfed Offer for 
WOMEN! BOYS! GIRLS! 




imagine! This big box of 21 beautiful 

without one penny's cost 10 you. You won'i be asked 

cards or pay for ihem, now or ever. We're making this amazing offer 

.to show you how easily you can make as much as S75.00 and 

with our exciting new Christmas Cards! 

'■■ anyone CAN MAKE MONEY THIS EASY, WAY! 

Whether you're 8 or 80 ... a student, housewife or have a full-tii 

job. . . you can make big money in your spare time! You don't ne 

-any experience. We'll supply you with a big outfit of actual 

ON APPROVAL. Just show these samples to people you ki 

Our big values sell on sight — and you keep up to half of each dollar 

as your big cash profit. You can quickly make S7 5.00 selling only 

: 1S0 boxes. With our big line of Christmas and All-Occasion 

Assortment, Name-Imprinted Christmas Cards, Si 

other fast-sellers, you make still more money! 

Send no money. Just mail coupon for sample outfit ON APPROVAL 
and Feature Assortment FREE. You must be satisfied that you 
make money this easy'way, or yt 
samples only. THE S1.00 FEATURE ASSORTMENT 
IS YOURS TO KEEP, FREE, WHETHER YOU RE- 
TURN THE SAMPLE OUTFIT OR NOT!. This 
lited, one to a family, and may never be repi 



Send for my FREE Outfit 
and start a Quick - Cash 
spare time Shoe Business! 



Just 2 Sales a Day 
Brings You up la $217 
EXTRA a Month! 




We Show You How To Do It! 

Now, without spending one cent, you can start.a spare- 
dme Shoe Business that brings in exciting cash profits 
every monthl My powerful Selling Outfit makes it 
easy. Just take 2 orders a day for our fine, Nationally- 
Advertised shoes and you earn up to $217.50 extra a 
month ! You also get chances to win valuable free prizes. 

EVERYBODY Wears Shoes! 

Here's the perfect business, because EVERYONE you know can 
be a customed Just show friends, relatives, neighbors, people where 
you work, how Mason Veivet-cez Air Cushion shoes let them "Walk 
on Air". That's REAL comfort ! 

As the Mason Shoe Counselor you give people the EXACT 
style, size and width they order because you draw on our giant stock 
of 200,000 pairs in sizes Tf, to 15, widths AAAA to EEEE. Cus- 
tomers choose from over 160 different styles— dress, sport and work 
styles for men and women, including air-cooled Nylon Mesh shoes, 
-ilso work shoes with special built-in comfort and safety features 
You'll be EXCITED the way people stuff steady cash profits in 
your pocket for extra -comfortable Mason shoes! 

MASON SH0E MFG - co - 

«**»»./^fll DEPT.MA-tt*. CHIPPEWA FALLS, WIS. 



Mason Shoes Can Be Bought Only From YOU! 

Becaus 



st buy these TV-advertised shoes with the fai 
.sekeeping Seal ONLY FROM YOU...ani 
ing from you! -* Right now, during our , 
miversary year, is the perfect t 
jst mail the coupon and I'll ri 
aking FREE Starting Out fit. 
al SampIeOutfit pictured abov 
alificd men without a penny'; 

sh profits RIGHT AWAY! 



RUSH FOR FREE OUTFIT' 



*v 



AWAY! 
NAME- 



t* SHOE MFG. 
>wa Falls, Win 

:o J217 EXT" 



Dept. MA-360 

Selling Out 



